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DEATH of a fine LADY in Pall Ad. 
In which are contained 


Her principal A M O URS and ADVENTURES. 
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Hor. Satyr. I. 2. 


Ye Female Rakes, judge if the PiQture's like 

Hah ! --- D'ye ſtart ! I thought her Form would ſtrike. 
Pegone === Hare: — Who with ſuch Vices burn, 

Death and the Muſe --- will reach ye in your Turn. 
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s when of old the Prince of Roman Rakes 
(And Sex, you know, but little Difference makes) 
Gave way to Nature, all the wanton Crew 
Forſook their Sports to pay the Tribute due; 
To vouch which Truth, and make my Poem ſhine, 
From Horace I this Couplet muſt purloin. 
« The Players, Pimps, and Panders of the Town 
« Mourn their TI GELLITIuS now he's dead and gone,” 
So when EDRISA, matchleſs Nymph, expir'd, 
The News ſuch vaſt, ſuch gen ral Grief infpird, 
That all the Sons of Pleaſure ſtood amaz'd, 
With guſhing Eyes the Girls of Venus gaz d; 
Sorrow had well nigh turn'd them into Stone 
Since in EDRISA's Fate they ſaw their own. 
At Tybarn thus ev'n Bravoes drop a Tear, 
Their Boſoms heaving with reflective Fear. 
Alas, ſhe's gone! in ſolemn Tone jo cry'd, 
Alas, ſhe's gone! the echoing Croud reply'd : 
For all the Croud EDR1sA's Merit knew, 
And each with Eaſe the Lady's Picture drew. 
Could all her Lovers, all her B - - {t - - ds ſcan 
By Tom the Coachman, or by good Lord A - «<=; 
Could tell the Time when one the turn'd away, 
Or took another Stallion into Pay. 
For this was certainly EDR18A's Due; 
Tqher own Maxims ſhe was always true: 
I/ Words and Deeds would never Diff rence make, 
But, as ſhe acted, ſpoke herſelf a Rake; 
And tho' no Quality, tis thought that ſhe 
Io better People might Example be: 
Or why ſhould Lady Lucy boaſt her Crimes 
Or B s Dutcheſs, Scandal of our Times! 
Or Lady M-- y, who gave P - - e ſuch Pain! 
Or that great M- of W - res fine Lady 
Theſe were her Scholars - - - ſhall EDz184, then, 
Be fnatch'd by Death, and ſhall no Poet's Pen 


Snatch 
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Snateh back her Fame? Avert it, C- br cry'd! 
The Laureat Muſe no longer be my Bride, 

If in my Verſe EDRIsA do not ſhine, | 
Whoſe Modeſty alone could vie with mine; 

In haſte for her his Golden Lyre he ſtrung, 

Young TRE. beat Time, while thus the Poet ſang: 


Their Nymphs and Heroes all the Ancients drew, 
In Birth obſcure, ſo was EDR 18A's too; 
For tho her Sire for Wealth had famous grown, 
| 'Yet 'twas no Secret to th' enquiring Town, 
That once he herded with the Rainbow Race, 
And did the Outſide of a Chariot grace, 
As well as In - - - alike in this to thoſe, 
Who once were Footmen, and who now are Beaus 
Strut in the Mall, in Drawing-Rooms appear, 
As fine as any Fellow-Slaves come there : 
Such was EDRISA's Sire, whom Fortune rais d, 
In thoſe bleſs'd Times, by Whigs ſo highly prais ; 
When Debts and Taxes firſt this Nation aw'd, 
Beggar'd at Home to be deſpis d Abroad, 
Theſe thrimng Arts he in his Seaſon choſe, _ 
When as the Gentry ſunk, their Footmen roſe. 
So the Scum riſes, when the Liquor boils, 
And Foam is upmoſt when the Ocean toils. 
The ſingle Offspring of this matchleſs Man, 
Who Family and Fortune both began, 
EpRisA was = - for her was all his Care, 
And all his Wealth was deſtin'd to this Fair ; 
To fing, to dance, to play, the Girl was taught, 
But with no Principles her Mind was fraught ; 
This ſingle Maxim wiſely he inſtill'd, 
Which to her Death, his Daughter's Boſom fill'd: 
Wealth 1s the Source of Pow'r th' imperial Ball, 


* 


Which, while you keep, Mankind are at your Call, 

But if you part with that, you part with all. 
Full of this Notion, full of mony'd Pride, 

Of Paſſions, Whims, and every Vice beſide, 

EDRIsA early, wanton Gambols play'd, 

And ſcarce remember'd ſhe was ev'r a Maid. 
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What firſt ſhe thought of, or what firſt ſhe heard, 
Was for a Moment unto all prefer 0. 
To Day ſhe drank, Wine was the Sovereign Good, 
Life, Bachanalians only underſtood : h | 
To-morrow, dreſs ; Cloaths were her only Care, 
Rich and in Faſhion was the great Affair: 
For Taſte and Fancy on the Mind depend, 
And Nature only can thoſe Gifts extend. 
From theſe, as well as Beauty ſhe was free; 
And. ev'ry other ſtriking Quality. EE 
Coarſe in her Perſon, Maſculine her Air, 
Of Wit, of Manners, and of Reading bare ; 
She only boaſted of a ready Tongue, 
Could touch the Spinnet, or could hum a Song. 
Loud in low Company and full of Glee, 
None then ſo happy, none ſo pleas'd as ſhe. | 
Wealth was her Curſe, for Wealth had plac'd her there, 
Where Nature never meant it for her Sphere, 
Had giv'n her Rank, which ſhe could nev'r ſuſtain, 
And Reputation which but gave her Pain, 

A Prieſt there was, in Purſe, and Parts but poor, 
of ſuch Prieſts, Heav'n knows there's always Store: 

Chance brought this Doctor in EDRISA's Way, 
E'er Beaus or brawny Captains came in Play; 
Juſt in her Teens, much in the Houſe immur d, 
At fuch a Time ev'n Parſons are endur'd ; 
Soon the raw Laſs the Doctor's Boſom fir'd, 
Her Perſon much, much more her Pence inſpir'd 

The am'rous Flame - nor did it long endure, 

E er kind EDR18A condeſcends to cure. 
Thus far twas well; but when our Clerk 
To fancy ſhe was pleas'd with ought but Man, 
Talk'd of uniting Hearts and Fortunes too, 
And ſuch like fooliſh Stuff as Lovers do, 
A haughty Air the young EDRISA took, 
neal 4 the ee of her Look; 
« My Pleaſure, Parſon, while you can promote, 
And all your Labours to that Taſk devote, 
« So long my Kindneſs, and my Money flow, 
« If farther you preſume - - - at once you go; 
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« Theſe are my Terms, and if you like them - well, 
c If not - you've kiſs d - - and, if you pleaſe, go tell 
Amaz d the Doctor on his Miſtreſs ſtar d. 
He heard, but ſcarce believ d the Sound he heard; 
« What, Madam, trembling, ſaid the wily Prieſt, 
« Would you ſtill let our Commerce thus ſubſiſt! 
« Paſſion a haſty Sin may well excule, 
« But to our Luſts to give a boundleſs Looſe 
What ! ſqueamiſh Doctor — Prithee fin no more, 
EDRI1sA faid - then roſe - and flounc'd the Door. 
So muddy Streams with heavy Tide roll on, 
A filthy Current which is quickly gone; 
But if you once oppoſe it in its Courſe, 
It riſes on you with redoubled Force ; | 
Breaks ov'r its Banks, and with impetuous Rage, 
Bears all Things down, till Loſs of Strength aſſwage. 
Thus far'd the Doctor - all his Hopes were croſt, 
And all his Dreams of ſpeedy Marriage loſt; 
On ſtill he drudg d tho' on another Plan, 
No Husband he, but plain EDRISA's Man. 
In Time, the Storm forgot, again he tries 
To move his Suit, but in another wiſe; 5 — 
My dear, he ſaid, methinks you ſwell = = She fmil'd,- 
« Out with it, Doctor; tell me, I'm with Child; 
« Then think in Time what you would have me do, 
« My Coachman - ſhall he Father it - or you. 
Ve d to the Heart, - our Parſon tho' forbore 
To tell his Lady that ſhe was his W = re: 
But quietly toil'd on, till in the End, 
EpRIs A, found her out another Friend; 
The Doctor then was ſhortly ſent away, 
Diſmiſs'd from Labour and allow'd halt Pay. 
To dwell on all the Scenes of her gay Life, 
Her Fits of Wantonneſs and then of Strife; 
Io count her Lovers and recount their Tales, 
O'er all my boaſted Pow'r of Verſe prevails: 
Nor let this give the liſt ning Hearer Pain; 
Should I attempt to muſter up the Train, 
Frighted you'd fly my tedious pointleſs Song, 
Not Homer's Liſts - - not Blackmore's half 1o long 
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Her Luſt worn out, her Pride began to reign, . + 
Still ſhe would wh = -e, but would of that be vain, = 
Thus to her Confident ſhe breaks the 5 
« ] doubt 'tis vain to tempt the or: 
« Of Fellows weary, I methinks would try, | 
«© What 'tis to have to do with Quality: 2 
% You know my Mind = -» be all your Limetwigs laid, 
« And on your Life report me ſtill a Maid. ; 
« Tell ſome young P. that's poor == you know my Mind 
« And if he will but woe, I may be kind. 
- Ih Implement had Merit in her Wa 
And never would her Lady's Will Ps _ 
So ſoon the found a Beau, tho' ſcarce a Man, 
And introduces privately L- A-. 
EDRisA wonder d what the Creature meant, 
And ſcarce conceal'd her inward Diſcontent. 
But u hen he ſpoke of what is ſtill his Theme, 
His Birth, his Family, his noble Name, | 
The Deeds authentick that all this evince, _ 
And prove him of the Sc = it - 14 Blood a Prince. 
Well pleas'd ſhe heard, and having fix'd the Price, 
(Things are ſoon over amongſt Foll.s not nice 
To Bed they went, next Morning to the Park; 
EpRISA hated always what was dark. 
Beſides, ſince now a Lord was in her Payr, 
She thought her Sin might ſtand the Light of . 
Thus thro' the Mall, the well-met Couple paſs d, 
And as they mov'd, the Mob with Wonder 7? 
EDRISA ſmil'd „my Lord was ſeen to bluſh, _ 
All turn'd; and ſtar d, but ev'ry Tongue was huſh; 
Either aſham'd at this new fort of Play, 
Or dumb, becauſe they knew not what to ſay, 

Year after Year, all went at the ſame Rate, 

EDR 15A long was fond of. being great 
And what made Things the better yet appear, 
the brought my Lord a chopping Son and H- 
He thought her fix'd, began to ſhew his Mind, 
Ard much to S < Frugality inclin- d. 
Stinted her Servants, kept a ſtrict Account, 
And e from humble Pt Lord Paramont. 1 


(8) 
The Coachman who with Pain this Sight beheld, 
Which alt his Lady's Bounty thus withheld, 
Preferring good Roaſt Beef and double Beer, 
To the proud Brother of a doubtful - - - 
Grew ſullen firſt, and as great Griefs ſoon ſwell, 
At laſt he took the Courage to rebel. 
My Lord grew angry, ſwore he ſhould be gone, 
Eb 154. then reſum'd her former Tone. 
<« Moſt noble L- - (with ſneering Look ſhe cry d,) 
« I'll ſhew my Spirit, ſince you thew. your Pride, 
«© Out of my Houſe - - nay, don't begim to frown, 
« My Coachman here cam take your Courage down; 
I've us' d you well - - get then ſrom hence away, 
« Be gone in Peace - you ſtill ſhall have Half-pay.“ 
Madam, tis Night: = - So much the better ſtill; 
« Be't Noon or Night, by, H - - n I'll have my Will. 

EDRISA now to her old Trade return'd, 

As uſual with promiſcuous Flames ſhe burn'd. 
But would no more of Keeping - Tears began 
To wear her Frame, and ſo deſerting Man 

She choſe, to paſs her tedious. Hours away, 

A hum'rous Moukey that was full of Play, 
His Tricks and Temper ſuiting with her own, 
So fond ſhe was of her Companion grown, 
That when he died, to act a friendly Part, 

She ſympathiz d and fairly broke her Heart. 

Thus ſung the Bard, while all the liſt uing Throng 
Admire his Genius, and approve his Song. | 
Swore that his Odes compar d with this were low, 
And bid him on fuct Fhemes, bis Genius ſhew. 

Lives like his own in Numbers to rehearſe, 

And nicely match his Subjects to his Verſe. 
Low C- br bow'd to his belt Friends the Crowd, 
And paid them back the: Henours they beſtow'd. 

„True Jutiges you, faid he, of Senſe and Wit, 
If you applaud, PI fay;, Damn Box and Pit; 

« Such as EpR 154 ſtill ſhall claim my Lays, 
* Or may Apollo blaſt his Laureat's Bays, 
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